

SIMOH said: "You ain't never yit planted nothin* whar
hit ought ter be planted," He sat on the bottom step^
whetting the blade of a hoe with a file. Miss Jenny
stood with her caller at the edge of the veranda above
him* in a man^s felt hat and heavy gloves* A pair of
shears dangled below her waists glinting in the morn-
ing sunlight.

"And whose business is that?" she demanded, "Yoers^
or Colonel's? Either one of you can loaf OB this porch
and tell me where a plant will grow best or look best^
but if either of you ever grew as much as a weed out
of the ground yourselves, I've never seen'it, 1 don't
give two whoops in the bad place where you or Colo-
nel, either^ thinks a flower ought to be planted; I
plant my flowers just exactly where I want %a to
be planted."

"And den dares 'um not ter come up," Simon added*
slDat?s de way you en Isom gyardens. Thank de Lawci
Isom ain't got to make his livin' wid de sort of gyar-
denin5 he learns in dat place." Still whetting at the
hoe blade he jerked his head toward the corner of the
house.

He wore a disreputable hat^ of a fabric these many
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